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"Vil Wakey-fuckin'-wakey!" Casey Westfield cried out, storming into his best friend's room and shaking her 


awake. 


"J-Just.. Just five more minutes..." The blonde groaned, choking on a small snore she was in the middle of 


producing before she was interrupted and wrenched from her sleep. 


"No Vil Today's the big day! Andrew and Bill are waiting downstairs! Come-fucking-on!" The boy screamed, and 
the young girl grumpily turned over in her bed to groggily stare at her friend. 


"Fine. Just give me a sec.." She sighed, sitting up and punching Casey in the shoulder. 


A few floors down, a 6'4" male stood, waiting beside his only slightly shorter friend. He was tall and broad 
shouldered, with chiselled features. His nails were painted black and so were his eyes - a startling blue in 
contrast with the black eyeliner he wore regularly. His hair was spiked up in a small faux-hawk, and today, it 
was dyed red. This fellow dyed his hair regularly, but the shaven sides, were always black. He had a labret 
piercing, and two on his right brow. His nose was pierced and he even had a few on his ears. A black, almost 
tribal-like tattoo was inked into the side of his neck. This was Andrew Greene, lead singer and guitarist of 
Toxin, a metal band from San Francisco that used to be ‘Dead Butterflies’, and just had Bill and Andrew in it, 


from this lineup anyway. 

Bill, was the opposite to his friend He was lanky and thin, but had nice, packed shoulders. His hair was matted, 
and his brown eyes hollow. He was very attractive, sure, but the was an air of something not quite right 
about him. He wasn't all healthy. 

He exchanged a glance with his friend, and Andrew smiled, making Bill smile as well. 


"You ready?" He asked his shorter friend, and Bill nodded. 


"Yeah man. This is gonna be great." He agreed, and Andrew grinned, watching as moments later, Casey and the 
only other female in the band, Vienna Treskow, stepped out of the lift, carrying with them a few bags. 


"You two kids ready to go?" Andrew asked the younger teens. Bill and Andrew were already well into their 
twenties. Vi and Casey had joined the band at I5. It was either complete school in one month, or reject the 
offer, so naturally, Casey and Vi dropped the fuck out and fled Seattle, to go to San Francisco instead. 

They all climbed into the cabs that were taking them, Bill and Andrew in one, and Vi and Casey in the other. 
This was going to be one Helluva ride, and Toxin was looking forward to it, every step of the way. 
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"Kirk!" The Dane called out excitedly, wrapping his arms around his best friend and planting a loving kiss against 


his cheek. 


"What's goin’ on Uli?" Kirk mumbled in reply, smiling and rolling his eyes as Lars proceeded to kiss him a few 


more times, watching as Jason and James entered the room. 


"That band we hired to tour with us is gonna be here soon I'm fuckin’ excited okay?" He cheered, and James 


shook his head. 


"You're gonna freak ‘em out Ulrich." He chuckled, and Lars stuck his tongue out at him. 
"Shut it Hetfield. No I'm not. H's gonna be you. | can see it now." 

James rolled his eyes, much in the same way Kirk did prior, and he looked to Jason 

"How you feelin’ about this Newkid?" He asked, and Jason shrugged 

"Im pretty keen to meet them. You spoke to the lead singer didn'ttcha? What was his name..? Adrian?" 
"Andrew." James told the other, before sighing 

"Am | the only one who bothered to actually listen to them?" He asked, and Kirk shook his head 


"No, of course not. You're just the first one to have talked to any of ‘em. He told the lead singer, and James 


tilted his head a little, face pulled in an expression of resigning agreement. 
The sound of cars pulling up snapped the others out of their conversation 


"| think that's them." Jason told the others, and they all simultaneously made a beeline for the door, walking 
out to greet the band. 


Out stepped Andrew and Bill, and Lars, Kirk and Jason had to struggle not to let their jaws hit the floor as 
they craned their necks up to stare at the other. Especially Lars. James was around 6'0", so it wasn't that big 
of a deal for him, but still.. 

Andrew and James clapped their hands together, shaking them firmly as they laughed and greeted eachother. 


Bill clung near Andrew for a moment, before spotting Jason, and his face erupted into a large grin. 


"Jason!" He called out, and Newsted turned his head, his own small smile growing on his face as the two walked 


towards eachother. 
"Wait," Lars started. "You two know eachother?" He asked, and Jason nodded. 


"When Bill was Dead Butterflies and | was Flotsam, we used to hook up and smoke pot together. Do ‘shrooms. 
He's a fuckin’ riot." Jason laughed, but Kirk and Lars looked apprehensive. 


The other cab pulled up, and Vienna and Casey stepped out. 


"Holy shit.. Holy fucking shit." Casey whispered, looking at his die-hard idols as he struggled to contain his 


excitement. 


"Fucking chill Casey, you're gonna creep ‘em out" Vienna murmured quickly, before sighing. 
As soon as Kirk and Lars laid eyes on the girl, they exchanged sly smirks. 


| heard there were four of you guys. Blondie here brought his girlfriend, obviously." Kirk mused, looking 
towards the girl. 


The IB year old scrunched her face up in annoyance. 
‘lm the fourth member." She mumbled, rubbing her arm awkwardly. "And I'm not his girlfriend...” 


"Unfortunately." Casey murmured quickly, before shouting out in pain, for Vi had stepped on his toes in her 
heels purposely. 


‘Its been years Case. Get the fuck over it" She hissed, before getting her bags out of the cab and walking 
closer to the building. 


As the taxis moved off and everyone had their bags out, the people from Toxin made their way inside with 


the guys from Metallica. 


Vi immediately ditched Casey when she was called over by Lars and Kirk, and Casey was dragged into Jason 
and Bill's little mess, whilst Andrew spoke with James. 


"So," James began. "You guys keen for the tour? Toxitallica" He laughed, and Andrew grinned. 


"Fuck yeah we are. Casey hasn't shut up about it. He's loved you guys since No Life ‘Til Leather" Andrew told 


the other, and James chuckled once more. 
"Oh, wow. Fan-boy then?" 
"Basically." 


With Jason and Bill, they started picking on Casey, and for Jason, it felt great, considering he was the one that 


was always picked on. 

"This guy hasn't even smoked pot, | bet. Just look at him." Jason laughed, and Bill snickered. 
"Have so." Casey mumbled defensively, crossing his arms. 

With Vi, Lars and Kirk, Lars immediately made a go at throwing his arms around her and flirting. 


"So... How old are you huh? Just. Curious.” 


Vienna snickered. 
"I8. 19 in December." She told the Dane, shaking her head and looking over at Kirk, smiling warmly. 
"Oh, wow. You been in the band long, sweetheart?" Lars asked, and Vi sighed. 


"Two years | think" She mused, not swayed at all by his efforts. Instead, she moved away from Lars and 


nudged Kirk softly, just to bother the other. 
"Hey man, big fan of ya. Your riffs and shit.. Wow." She laughed, and Kirk smiled. 


"Thanks. You're.. Rhythm guitar right? You're pretty good from what | can hear from your tracks! You ever 
tried riffwork?" 


Vi thought for a moment. 

"Yeah, rhythm guitar.. And. A few times. | have one or two written, but never gotten a chance to use ‘em." 
She told the other, while Lars pouted. Ignored by the cute girl, and the cute guy. No fair. He always got what 
he wanted. 


As Toxin and Metallica both entered the rehearsal space, a feeling of adventure swept over both bands. 


This was going to be one Helluva ride, and Toxin was looking forward to it, every step of the way. 


Au Naturale 
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It was at least a week, since Toxin joined Metallica, and they were preparing for the tour that was planned out. 


The chemistry between both bands was undeniable, and already, Metallica could tell they made a good choice 
with picking the other metal band, despite the previous unpopularity of Toxin in prior years. People didn't seem 
to exactly like that a girl was in a metal band or that Andrew Greene looked like quite the pretty boy back in 
the day. 


He was like a short haired Sebastian Bach. Definitely not very thrash metal. 

Andrew and Bill had been friends since the beginning, and had done everything together. But.. Andrew didn't 
exactly approve of the other's drug use. Bill had been doing drugs since he was around 14, selling them too. It 
saddened Andrew a whole fucking lot, but he pushed through. In his way of thinking, Bill would ‘get help when he 
felt it was right’, so he would never try and force recovery on his friend. 

The drug use however, had led Bill to meeting Jason back when the male was in Flotsam and Jetsam. When 
Toxin was Dead Butterflies, they played a few gigs in San Francisco, and even tried to bring the metal scene to 
Seattle with a few shows. They sidelined a performance with Flotsam, and the two bassists got acquainted. 
Really acquainted. 

They basically became drug buddies. 


The first time Jason Newsted was ever caught with mushrooms, Bill was there. 


"Hey! Hey Bill" Jason called out, making his way over to the other male, running his fingers through his curls 


as he smiled. 


Bill looked up from his bass, his hair matted and ragged. It was frayed at each end and didn't look that healthy 
at all. 


He looked relatively healthy himself, but there was just that... edge that suggested otherwise. The bags under 
his eyes, how spaced out and disconnected he could get, without drugs. Just, little things that increasingly 


would get worse later. 


"0-0h, hey Jase.!" Toxin's bassist called back, offering a tiny smile towards the other as he picked at a ragged 
nail, setting his bass down against the wall. 


"You wanna go out and have fun, like old times?" Jason chuckled, and Bill grinned. 
"Won't James be mad..?" He asked, and Jason shook his head. 


"Probably, but what James doesn't know can't hurt him, come oo-oon Bill." Jason cried, nudging his old friend 


lightly. 


"Fiii-iine... But if Andy and James catch us, | blame you man." Bill laughed, watching as Jason took his hand and 
tugged him out of the building. 


"What's our narcotic of choice today Jasonic?" Bill asked slyly, watching as Jason dug into his pockets, and he 
got a glimpse of a zip-lock bag. 


Jason grinned. "Well, | have the old favourite, pot." Jason started, looking around as people passed them by, and 


they climbed into his car, the Metallica bassist taking the driver's seat and starting the vehicle. 
They drove down the road, talking about other things and seemingly forgetting their talk on drugs, stopping at 
the red lights when they came, and eventually arriving at Jason's place, where the man led the year younger 


male inside. 


| also have... ‘Shrooms." Jason mumbled after a time, showing Bill over to the small collection of bags with the 


dried out fungi. 


‘Last time we did ‘shrooms, you nearly ended up in prison man" Bill laughed, picking up one of the bags and 
smiling fondly at the memory. 


| know, but it's fun" Jason snickered, picking up a couch pillow and chucking it at the other male, hitting him 


square in the back of the head. 

"What the fuck?!" Bill exclaimed, almost wheezing now from how much he was laughing. 

"Since when did Bill Finch care about gettin’ caught by the Pigs eh?" Jason teased, and Bill sighed 
"Since never. Shut up" 

Jason laughed, shaking his head as he reclined back on the couch, motioning for Bill to sit beside him. 


"Well, | dunno what drug | wanna do man. | mean, it's been ages since I've done ‘shrooms. Moved on to heroin 


and stuff. And coke." Bill told the other, and Jason frowned. 


"Man, that's not healthy. You're gonna get sick." 
Bill choked on a laugh. 


"Have you even seen me man? Being ‘sick’ does nothin’ to me. | know it's bad though. Hopefully | can at least 


ween off and go back to the ‘au naturale’ stuff." Bill told the other, and Jason sighed. 

"Why am | your friend?" Jason asked with a laugh, and Bill shrugged. 

"Cos I'm totally cool and I'm the only one sane enough to get strung out with you, ‘cos everyone else is too 
far gone or not gone enough." Bill snickered, watching as Jason chucked over the pot, and they began rolling up 
their joints. 

"We don't have enough time for ‘shrooms, now that | think about it" Jason told the other. "James wants us all 
back at around three, so yeah. At least with weed we'd probably be able to come down fast enough so that it 
doesn't look as suspicious.” Jason laughed. 


Bill raised a brow incredulously. 


"We'll smell like pot." He told the other, fumbling in his jacket pocket for his lighter and lighting his joint, and 


then Jason's. 


Touching his joint to his lips, Bill took a drag and very slowly, he blew the vapours out, closing his eyes in bliss 
contentment before slowly looking at Jason. 


"Maa-aan.." Bill sighed, and Jason laughed, taking his own drag. 

"Fuck... | missed you." Jason mumbled, and Bill hummed in contentment. 

"So did | Jason. I'm really lookin’ forward to this tour man.." He murmured, and Jason grinned giddily. 
"Same." 

"Yeah..." 

As they came down from their highs a while after, Jason looked towards Bill with a soft expression 
Bill was almost falling asleep right there and then. 

"Hey... Man.. C'mere." Jason whispered, ushering Bill into his arms. 


Slowly, the brown haired male laid his head in the other's lap, brown eyes connecting with blue. 


"| feel like a chick." Bill laughed, and Jason stuck his tongue out. 

"Get over it. You're tired and my couch isn't comfortable at all" Jason sighed. 
"Fuck. Whatever. Fine." Bill mumbled, smirking as he slowly closed his eyes. 

"You and Andy are my best friends..." Bill trailed off tiredly. "Just.. Know that man." 
A small blush crept across his cheeks as Bill yawned. It was almost infantile, in a way. 
"Yeah. Same here Billy-Boy." 

Bill let one final laugh escape him. 

"You sound like Andy.. Or Vi. They both call me that." 

"| don't sound like a chick" Jason mused and Bill smiled, eyes still closed. 

"Yeah, ya do." 

"Shut up Finch." 

Bill nuzzled in closer towards Jason, fingers grasping lightly for his shirt. 


"Okay..." 


The Little Princess 
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"Come on Vi. Impersonate your band members again. It's fuckin’ funny." Kirk snickered, resting his head on Lars' 
shoulder as they watched the girl. 


Vienna choked on a laugh. 


"Okay, okay. I'll do it" The I8-nearly-I9 year old giggled, before squaring her shoulders and putting on a gruff 


expression. 

"My name is Andrew." She began, her voice accented with a badly done Russian tone. Andrew didn't sound like 
that, for the most time, but when he yelled, his slight accent slightly came out. "I am strong like Siberian 
vinter!" The blonde growled, and Lars laughed. "I am tall and scary but | love kittens and cute things and Billl 
Don't go anywhere without mel Because | looo---ooove you! Oh! But | also love James! | haven't left his side 
the whole week we've been here!" 


What Vienna didn't notice however, was that the aforementioned parties were hovering right over. 


"They're behind me, aren't they?" She asked, and Lars and Kirk choked on their laughs, nodding their heads in 


synchronization with eachother. 
"Fuck" 
Andrew cleared his throat. 


"Little one. If you don't watch out, lll throw you in a dumpster, where you belong. Since you're such a fucking 


raccoon." 


James chuckled, resting his big, bear-like hands on the girl's head, and pushing down, causing Vienna's knees to 
buckle and she fell in a heap on the floor. 


"She and Casey, are basically like these two fuckers here." James laughed, motioning towards the guitarist and 


drummer of his own band. 


"| know. it's weird." Andrew agreed, shaking his head. 


"Too weird.” James hummed, before helping the girl back up to her feet. 
"How you settlin' into Metallica Camp Vi?" James asked, and she smiled. 


Its fuckin great. | love it here. I'm gonna quit Toxin and join you guys. | dunno. Fuckin’... Tambourine. | don't 


care." She laughed, and Lars laughed once more, turning to run his fingers through Kirk's curly mane. 

"We can always use a tambourine player." James chortled, before turning back to talk to Andrew. 

"And so," He continued, picking up the conversation the two frontmen were having prior, "I told ‘em that his 
fucking list of requirements was stupid, and he tried to punch me, so he ended up in hospital with a broken 
rib." James laughed, and Andrew whistled lowly. 


"Fuckin’ Hell man, that's savage." 


Vienna, Lars and Kirk watched as the two walked off, and Lars whispered a quiet, "Gay", causing Vienna to 


choke on a laugh. 
Kirk and Lars stared at her, wondering what just happened, and eventually the young girl calmed down, 
"If only you knew." She giggled, before her friend walked over. 


"Casey! Get over here you fuck!" She cried out, and the drummer did exactly that, and she threw an arm 


around him, giving him his own kiss to the head. 
She, Casey, Lars and Kirk seemed to be perfect parallels. It really was weird. 
"Whatd'ya want Vi?" The boy of the same age asked her, and she grinned. 


"| dunno. | was bored and you look lonely." She sighed, and Casey clicked his tongue against the roof of his 


mouth. 
"Not bored. Not lonely. Just looking around” 
“Bullshit. You look like a lost sheep” 

"Shut up. 


"No. 


Lars and Kirk watched the exchange, and Kirk grinned. 


"So are you two dating or something? | know you said you weren't but come on, look atcha" 
Vi scoffed. 


"Fuck no. He's my best friend. He also wouldn't be able to keep up with my sexually ravenous lifestyle.” Vi 


teased, and Lars raised a brow, smirking. 
“Sexually ravenous’ huh.?" He mumbled, and Kirk poked his sides with his elbow. 
"You fuckin’ pervert." He laughed, and Lars shrugged, causing Vi to laugh even more. 


"S'okay. Casey's a massive perv too. | remember when | was lb, and | slept over, but | left my bra by accident, 
like, | had a spare one, but still, and he never fucking gave it back Like, | didn't even know | lost it until | went 


back over and he had it there. Like, two months later. What the fuck." 


"I was dared at school to get your bra Vi. The guy who dared me was on vacation. You know Ted? Ted Cox? 


Yeah. | wasn't giving it back ‘till | could prove it” 
"Yeah fuckin’ right." Vi laughed, shaking her head. 
Lars and Kirk moved towards Vi, throwing their arms around her and separating her from Casey. 


"So you don't mind if we take her to have some fun and.. Fuel her sexually ravenous lifestyle?" Kirk purred, 


caressing the girl's cheek. 
Casey glared. 
"Not at all" He hissed through gritted teeth, obviously jealous of the newfound attention his friend was getting, 


Vi giggled like a moron as Lars and Kirk mock swooned over her, enjoying the aggravation of young Casey Liam 


Westfield, before the two men stood up. 


"| guess we've gotta start packin' up for the tour." Lars mused. "You guys get your own tour bus. Isn't that 
fuckin’ wicked?!" Lars cheered, and Casey's angered expression softened. These guys were his idols after all. 


"Yeah, that's really fuckin’ cool" He said with a warm smile. "Can't wait." 
There was something in his expression however, that made Vi tilt her head as she tried to read him. 


Oh yeah, even Casey, directly uninvolved in what happened three years back, held a deep dislike for buses and 
everything to do with them, after the Accident. 


His lifelong hero. 


James, Lars and Kirk's best friend. 

Just. Wow. Casey and undoubtedly many other fans, weren't quite yet over it. 
James definitely wasn't. 

Fuckin’ Jason, 


They were fuckin’ brutal towards him. No remorse. No wonder he often crept out with Bill to go and smoke pot 


and just forget about it. 

Sighing, Vienna took Casey's hand, and they followed Lars and Kirk out to start loading stuff up. The whole road 
crew was already working hard to get everything ready for the first leg of the tour. It was going to be longer 
than most guest acts on tour. Toxin were going to be on for a while, specifically to promo their debut album, 
Fear of Spiders. Dead Butterflies had one too, back in the day. ‘Power Strip’. Toxin had done a few remasters of 
the tracks that were produced back in the early 80's. 

Lars fell back, watching as Casey hurried to catch up to Kirk, and the Dane smiled at the girl. 


"How are you..?" Lars asked, and Vienna hummed happily. 


"Good... This is. Fuck. This is amazing. I'm fangirling more than Casey is, and he's the die-hard fanboy!" She 
laughed, and Lars smiled fondly. 


Lars grinned. 
‘lm fangirling too. | love your band. You're really cool” 
A slight blush made its way onto the girl's cheek. 


"Oh, really..? Thanks." She mumbled, before spotting someone handling her guitar a little too roughly, and 


darting over to it in no time at all 

"Oh! I'll take that!" She called out, taking the black electric guitar in her hands. 
From the distance, Lars watched her every movement fondly. 

Returning to the drummer, she smiled again. 


Lars smiled back, nudging her softly. 


Put on a Show Baby Doll 
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The sounds of thousands upon thousands of screaming fans overtook the stadium, and the crew out back, 


stood, watching, listening, waiting. 

"H-Holy... Fuck." Casey stuttered. This was the biggest crowd Toxin had ever played to. Fear of Spiders was just 
their debut after all, and whilst they'd had pretty Goddamn sizeable ones, never the mass of people Metallica 
had. 


Lars threw an arm around Casey, resting his head against the blonde drummer's, before sighing. 


"You guys are gonna go great, we just know it" He reassured, and Jason, James and Kirk all nodded in the 


background. 

Vienna, in particular, was very nervous. As well as the whole ‘debuting their album to Metallica's fan-base’, 
she was also debuting her own little project. She'd written her own songs, and didn't know what to do with 
them. Andrew suggested bringing them with her on tour, and singing them to finish up their set. 

So here she stood, clad in a black lingerie dress sort of thing, that went just past her waist, thigh high black 
stockings and slick and shiny black heels, which made her tower over Lars, and just stand taller then Kirk, Bill, 


Casey and Jason. 


The Metallica guys, Bill and Casey had all stopped and stared a little when they saw the girl emerge in the 
rather provocative outfit. Andrew didn't give two shits about it, to be honest. 


"Oh. You look.. Nice.." Lars mumbled, and Vi smiled shyly, checking herself in the reflection of her quite shiny 


guitar. 


Her eyes were heavily lidded in black makeup, bleached hair straightened and hanging down her waist. Vi made a 


note to self to get it cut. 
"Okay," One of the techies announced, looking at Toxin. "That's your cue. Goodluck" 


Vienna took in a shaky breath stepping out and walking behind Andrew to the stage. The crowd was cheering, 
the screams battered the girl's ears and she felt lightheaded. Never, ever, had they played this many people. 


She glanced over at Casey. He was as pale as a sheet. Andrew stood strong, and from behind, Vi couldn't 


exactly tell how he was coping, but she knew that he would be strong for them all. Bill, on the other hand, 
following behind her, had shades pulled right down over his eyes. 


Either he was high, or he really just didn't want anyone to see him. 
Probably just high. 


"Shit, shit, shit." Casey hissed from behind Bill and Vi, and she glanced towards her friend. His hands were 
shaking. How would he fucking play drums if his hands were shaking? 


"Casey," Bill mumbled, not taking his eyes off the onslaught of people before them. "Calm down. It's fine. Just 
concentrate on your drumming. Half these people haven't heard our debut before. If you fuck it up a litle bit, 
no-one will notice, | promise.” The older male reassured, and nodding, Casey sighed. 

"Okay Bill. Got it." 

As they climbed up onto the stage, Andrew glanced at the three before him. 


"We're gonna be great." He told them, and Bill nodded confidently. Vi and Casey, not so much. 


Taking the mic, the eldest of the group cleared his throat, and the cheering of the crowd died down a litte. 
Just a litle. 


"Hey fuckers!" Nice, that literally was the perfect way to introduce yourself. "We're Toxin! You've probably 
heard -- ahh, who am | kidding. | bet none of you know who the fuck we are." 


A few ‘yeahl's could be heard from the people in the audience, but surprisingly, there were lots of people who 


cheered when Andrew then proceeded to ask how many knew of them. 


In the scheme of things, if you took IO people, about 7 of them would've cheered. That was great. Really 
fucking great. 


"Yeah, so, we've recently released our first album as Toxin, Fear of Spiders. It's really cool. Back when Bill and | 
were Dead Butterflies, we had one called.. Fuck. What was it..? Razor. Anyone remember that one?" 


A few people cheered again, and Andrew grinned. He genuinely smiled. That was the thing about Andrew, he was 
genuinely really happy when it came to fans. 


"Okay, so | don't wanna eat into our set time, so half of this is for our album, the last half, our guitarist 
Vienna," he gestured to the female and hundreds of males cheered. "Will sing her own songs." He told them. "So 


I'm Andrew, this is Vienna, this is Bill and our drummer is Casey! Fuck yeah!" 


A few females who were a fan of Toxin held a banner, ‘Fuck me Andrew: Vi had to struggle not to laugh. 


"This is The Bleeding!" The lead singer announced, readjusting his guitar and starting to pick the intro. 


eR 


Blood, sweat, tears. All things featured during the Toxin set. Vi received a cut on her hand from a loose string, 
and despite the blood dribbling down her guitar, she played on. Andrew's fingers were raw and cracked from 
the heavy lead riffing he did. Casey's were no doubt bleeding too, from his drumming. Bill, as always, sustained 
no injuries, but when Vi glanced at him, he seemed paler than usual. Withdrawal, probably. She wasn't sure if 
Bill did heroin, but it wouldn't surprise her. 


They got through their set, panting and breathing heavily, and with shaking steps and sweaty hugs all around, 
Andrew finally moved to the mic, dragging Vi over by her wrist. She clutched a hand towel to her wound to 
stop the bleeding, and when she saw that it wasn't so bad anymore, she let it drop at her feet as she followed 


the man. 
"Now's Vis turn" 


The girl focused on the back wall, and from the distance, she could spot Kirk, Lars, James and Jason backstage. 
James smiled at her and she smiled back, feeling better. 


"My name's Vienna, and uh.. I'm working on some songs and stuff.. This is uh.. Yeah. Let's go.’ 


The guitar started up, and from the heavy thrash metal before, to this sleazy, sexy, hard rock style, she 


could tell the crowd were confused. Still, they let her continue. 


Vi lit up a cigarette tossed to her by Andrew. She exhaled the smoke, pouting her painted lips perfectly as her 


hands moved to the mic. 


When she sang, she got cheered, but for the most part she heard only male voices. Of course. It wasn't that 
she was irresistible. It was that she was in a male dominated space. They latched onto her because of that. 
She was a chick with a guitar on Metallica's stage. Well, she didn't have a guitar at the moment. These songs 


hadn't any solos in them yet, so Andrew just played the rhythm. 


She threw a moan in there, perfectly planned of course, but it drove the audience wild and her body twisted 


and moved like a snake's, rocking and roll her hips as she got down on her knees, and moved back to her feet. 


She moved around the stage, song after song, with such tantalizingly slow movements, and breathy moans 


inbetween her lyrics and when Vienna was done? Well, she got a good reception, to say the least. 


All in all though, the show was a success, and in the small, 20 minute interval between bands, Toxin took a 


chance to go backstage and socialise with Metallica. 


Andrew, Bill and Casey got highfives all around, but when they laid eyes on Vi, it was a different story. Shit, 
she wasn't even |] yet. She had to wait until December. She put on quite the show out there. 


"Holy shit" Kirk murmured when he saw her. 


"Holy shit" Lars repeated. James and Jason just smirked over in the corner, before all of a sudden, James 


nudged the bassist, and he yelped 

"Stop starin’ at her Newfag. C'mon" James hissed, before laughing, 

Vi glared, and he shut up. 

"Uh... Did you like it.?" She asked the drummer and lead guitarist, and they grinned 

"| mean, if Toxin wasn't hardcore enough, you come out and blow everyone away.” 

"You'd like that wouldn't you Kirk!" Jason yelled out, and Kirk stuck his finger up at him 

"Y-You were great" Lars told her, but his eyes wouldn't stop moving to her bust. Her ‘dress’ covered her of 
course, but not enough to stop probably the most perverted member of the band from eyeing the young girl 


up. Vi wasn't sure whether to feel uncomfortable or flattered, so she looked at the floor. 


Her blue eyes moved from the dirty surface to Lars’ green ones, and he smiled at her. Everyone saw it. 


Everyone saw it except those two. 


"Really fucking great.” 


